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" The next day I was walking along the street when
1 saw a driver slashing at his horse. As I ran forward
to plead with him, and if that failed to wrest the whip
from him by force, suddenly I thought, 'That horse
might be me and it isn't.' And I ..."

His voice came in hoarse gasps.

"I was glad. I was glad. Suddenly I wanted to
say to the driver, 'Go on. Lam into him. Slash him
hard/"

He swayed a little and buried his face in his hands.
Then he looked up with bloodshot eyes.

"Perhaps I'll get decent again. Perhaps one day
I'll look at those starved horses on the bridge and feel
as I did as a boy. It was all right then. I hated it
then. I swear I did. I've come out the wrong side
now, that's all. I'm just vicious. And I work in the
right place."

He began to retch, and stumbled to the door. I tried
to help him.

" Leave me alone, I beseech you. Good night," he
said quickly, and rushed away.

The squalid proprietor came in to be paid for the
coffee. He spoke in French, so I asked him if he knew
where Paris worked. He gave me a wink.

" I don't know if you'd call it work. He's the boy in
a brothel in Beirut,"
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I went to see the dervishes dance to the accompani-
ment of a ragged male chorus and tambourines. At
first a soloist, with his hand to his ear so that he can